Loues Labour sloff. 

But that itbcarc this triall, andlaftloue: 

Then at the expiration of the yeare. 

Come challenge me, challenge me by thefc deferts. 
And by this Virgin Palme, now killing thine, 

I will be thine : and till that infant fhuc 
My wofull felfe vp in a mourning houfe. 

Raining the t cares of lamentation. 

For the remembrance of qjy Fathers death. 

If this thou doe denie, let our hands part. 

Neither in titled in die others heart. 

iCin* If this, or more then this I would deuic. 

T o flatter vp thefc powers of mine with reft, 

The fodaine hand of death clofc vp mine eye. 

Hence euer then, my heart isin thy bred. 

Ber. And what to me my Loue P and what to me ? 
Rofe. You muft be purged too, your fans are rack’d. 
You are attaint with faults and periurie: 

T herefore if you my fauour meane to get,’ 

A twelue m oneth fhall you fpend, and neuer reft. 

But feeke the wearie beds of people ficke . 

Du. Butwhac tome my Loue?buc whatto me? 
Kat. A wife? a beard, fair® health, and honeitic,’ 
With three-fold loue, I wifii you all thefc three. 
Dn.O (hall J fay, I thankeyou gentle wife ? 

Kat. Notfo myLord,atweluemonechandaday, 
He marke no words that fmoothfac’d wooers fay. 
Gome when the King doth to my Ladie come : 

Then if 1 haue much loue. He giueyoufome. 

Dum. lie ferue thee trueand faithfully till them 
Katb. Yet fweare not leaft yc be forfwornc agen. 
Lon. What faics Marm ? 
tjrf.ari. At the twcluemoncths end, 

He change my blacke Gowne,for a faithfull friend. 
Lon. I le flay with patience : but the time is long. 
Mari. The liker you, few taller are fo yong. 

Ber. Studies my Lady ? Miflrefle, lookeonme.- 
Behold the window of my heart, mine eye; 

What humble fuite attend s thy anfwere there, 

Impofe fome feruiceon me for my loue 



Lottes Labours loft. 

Vn r oft haue 1 heard of you my Lord Berne, 

_ c Tfawvou and the worlds large tongue 
Prtuil«yL for a man «pta« with mockts, 

F„!lofcoJp.rifons and wounding floutes. 

Which you on all eftates will execute. 

And therewithal! to win me, if you plea.c, 

Without the which I am not to be won; 

You (hall thisiwelmoacth terme from day to day, 

Vifite the fpeechlefle ficke, and toll conuerfe 
With groaning wretches: and your ta*ke lhall be. 

With all the fierce endeuour of your wit, 

To enforce the pained impotenrtoimile. , 

Ber. To rooue wilde laughter m the throate of death 
It cannot be, it is impoflible. 

Mirth cannot moue a foulc in agony. 

Rof. Why that’s the way to choake a gibing (pint, 
Whofc influence is begot of that loofe grace. 

Which (hallow laughing hearers giue totooles: 

A iefts profperitie lies in th&eare 
Ot him that hearcs it, neuer in the tongue 
Of him that makes it : then, if fickly cares, 

Deafc with the clamors of their o wnc deare groncs. 

Will hcare your idle fcornes ; continue then, 

And I will haue you, and that fault withall. 

But if they will not, throw away that fpint. 

And I (hall finde you emptie of that fault. 

Right ioyfull ot your reformation* r 

Ber. A tweluemoneth C Well : befall what will befall. 
He left a tweluemoneth in an Hofpitall. 

Qu. I fweet my Lord, and fo I take my leaue. 

Ktng. No Madam, wewillbringyouonyour way. 
Ber. Ourwooing dothnot end like anoldPlays 
lacke hath not Gill : thefe Ladies curtefic 
Might well haue made our fport a.Comedie. 

Kin. Come fir, it wants a tweluemoneth and a day. 
And then ’twill end. 

Ber. That’s too lungforaplay. 
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